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Follow me over the Mountain. 


S I went out in a morning ſo clear, 
on purpoſe to hear the birds ſinging, 
I ſpy'd a fair maid both gallant and gay, 
in clothes ofthe fineſt of linen. 


The cock and the hen, the deer in his den, 
will drink of the cleareſt fountain: 
And veniſon rare ſhall be my love's fare, 

if ſhe'll follow me over the mountain. 


The fair of Rapt o has cauſed my woe, 
and I am as troubled as can be, 
For the laſs whom you know refuſes to go 
to drink of the ale and the brandy. 


Her hair is in links as ſoft as ſilk, 
ber eyes are clear as the amber, 

Her checks like the roſe her ſkin like the ſnow, 
her body is handſome and ſlender. 


She walks with an air and graces the fair, 
ſhe thines life a {22 in the ocean: 
Like one in deſpair, I ſtand in the fair, 
ſtill v aiting upon het motion. 


Now, fince it is ſo, to the green wood Ill go; 
to pull down the roſe and the lilly: 

To follow my love who conſtant will prove, 
and reveals not her mind to any, 


A man as I am my days TI have ſpent, 
expecting cach day ſome favour, 
From my jewel and dear, who is handſome and 
and ſadly I long for to have her. clear, 


The brdok it is clear and fo is my dear, 
ſhe lives by an antient fountain, 

Such beauty ſhe yields when I'm in the fields, 
that I follow her over the mountain, 


The grove is green and fo is my queen, 
when ſhe trips along by the fountain; 
The chryftal ſo bright looks dim in my ſight, 
and I'Il follow her over the mountain. 


My Polly is kiod ſhe won't alter her mind, 
no neither for gold nor ſilver. 


Let them do what they can young clerk is the man 


that ſborily ſhall gain her favour, 


/ 
- 


I cannot go home, nor will I go home, 
till I taſte of the oil of the barley ; , 
III tarry all night with my own heart's delight, 
and go home in the morning early. 


Ipray thee now hark, (ſays Roger to Clark) 
if that ye will drink of the fountain, 

Lou may riſe without fear, and drink Polly's beer, 
and follow her over the mountain. 


Polly»my dear my own gramachree, 
does make me as troubled as can be; 
For ſure never a one my heart did trapan, 
as I have been by dear Molly. 


Red roſes ſpread ſhall be my love's bed, 
ſtrawberries and cream in the morning : 

I'll deck ber in pearl, my own deareſt girl, 
and follow you over the mountain. 


But now ſhe is mine, ſo bleſt and divine, 
and we ſhall live cloſe by the fountaia, 
Where I'll fleep in her arms, poſſeſs'd of her 
and never go over the mounaain, [(charms 
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Weaver of fame from the loom he came, 

to obtain the lady's favour : 


She being not coy, with a modeſt reply, 
ſaid none but the weaver ſhall have ker. 


This weaver bright he came in the night, 

and ſaid my delicate jewel, 
If you'll go with me, I' give you jewels three : 
if you'll follow me over the mounta'n, 


O Johnny, my dear, you're charming and fair, 
there's none that Pl} praiſe above thee, 

Thou art proper and tall and comely withal, 
and that's the reaſon I love thee. 


Says Polly, my jewel, I will nat be cruel, 
to my love and charming rover : 

The Weaver's the man has my heart in hand, 
and I'll follow him over the mountain. 


For to my love I confiant will prove, 


The man of the comb, who works on the loom, 
drinks barley oil out of the fountain, ; 


and follow him over the mountains 


The high comb and low, I've ſearch'd to and fro 
and the city hath made no account on, 

Who weaves in eloth the damaſk roſe, 
I'll follow him over the mountain. 


My Johnny has art to win each maid's heart, 
his cunning and wiles are paſt counting: 

My deareſt dear, O*were you but here, 
I'd follow you over the mountain. 


His locks and his ſmiles they did me beguile, 
while he ſings by my-ſide near the fountain, 

Tho* I reply'd pay to whatc'er he would ſay, 
yet Il follow him over the mountain. 


His hair it is long, and my love is ſtrong, 


and time ſhail ſtay till there's no couating, , 
O Johnay my deer haſte home to your fair, 
or I'll follow you over the mountain. 


From Lurgan to Louth, and thence to Dublin, 
I'll follow my ſweeaelt jewel, | 
But if I do find that you prove unkind, 
my heart it will break if you're cruel. 


He woo'd wich fuchi grace and ſo lovely Wis face 
ſo winning his ads and endearing, 

I'd always have pride to fit by his fide, 
ſtill raviſh'd and charm'd for to hear him. 


Then without delay he ſtraight took her away, ? 
her ſteps the ſwift wind ſurmounting, ; 

She found her true love and conſtant did prove, 
and never went over the mountan. | | 
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